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Hastings. Perish the baubles! Your person is all I desire. In the meantime, my friend Marlow must not be let into his mistake. I know the strange reserve of his temper is such that, if abruptly informed of it, he would Instantly quit the house before our plan was ripe for execution.
Miss Neville. But how shall we keep him in the deception? Miss Hardcastle is just returned from walking; what if we still continue to deceive him ? - This, this way -
[They confer. Enter MARLOW
Marlow. The assiduities of these good people tease me beyond bearing. My host seems to think it ill manners to leave me alone, and so he claps not only himself, but his old-fashioned wife on my back. They talk of coming to sup with us, too; and then, I suppose, we are to run the gauntlet through all the rest of the family. - What have we got here ? -
Hastings. My dear Charles! Let me congratulate you! -The most fortunate accident! - Who do you think is just alighted?
Marlow. Cannot guess.
Hastings. Our mistresses, boy, Miss Hardcastle and Miss Neville. Give me leave to introduce Miss Constance Neville to your acquaintance. Happening to dine in the neighbourhood, they called, on their return, to take fresh horses here. Miss Hardcastle has just stepped into the next room, and will be back in an instant. Wasn't it lucky ? eh!
Marlow. (Aside.} I have just been mortified enough of all conscience, and here comes something to complete my embarrassment.
Hastings. Well! but wasn't it the most fortunate thing in the world ?
Marlow. Oh! yes. Very fortunate - a most joyful encounter. - But our dresses, George, you know, are in disorder. - What if we should postpone the happiness